Po'emfl 

And tl^creforc have I flcpt in your report. 

That you your felfe being extant well mi»Ht {how. 

How farre a modernc quill doth come to (hort, 

Speaking of worth, what wortli in you doth grow, 

This file nee of my finne you cTjd impute, 

Which ihall be moft my glory being damhc. 

For I jmpaire not beautie being mute. 

When Others would give life, and bring a tombe* 

1 here lives more Ufe in one of your fa ire eyes. 

Then both youi Poets can in praife devife. 

Who is it that fayes mojff, which can fay more 
Then this rich praifcjthat you alonc,art y ou, 

In whofe confine immured is the {lore. 

Which fliould example where your equall grew, 

Lcane penurie within that Pen doth dwell,, 

That to his fubj; lends not feme fmall glory. 

But he that writes of you if he can tcIJ, 

That )Ou arc yoUifo dignifies his ilory, 

Tet him but coppy what in you is writ, 

Not making worfc what nature m;:dc fo cleerc. 

And fuch a counter part (hall fame his writ. 

Making his ftil] admired every where. 

You to your beautious blc flings adde a curfc, 

Being fond on praifejwhicb makes vour praifes worfc, 
My tongue tide M ufe in manners holds her ftil], 

While comments of your praife richly compil’d, 
Rtferve their Charat^cr with golden quill. 

And precious phrafe by all the Mufes fil'd. 

I thiakegood thoughts, whilft other wiite good words, 
And like unlettered clerke flill crie Araien 
To every Hirune that able fpii it affords, 

' Jnpolifht forme of well refined pen. 
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ARefgmion. 

^Asit the proud full faile of hfs great verfe, 

^ Bound for theprixe of /^all to precious ) you. 

That did my ripe thoughts in my braine inhearfe. 
Making their tombe the wombe wherein they grew ? 
Was it his fpirit,by fpirits tau?ht to write, 

Aboire a tnortall pitch, that flruck me dead f 
No neither he, nor his compiers by night 
Giving 1 im ayd^ , rav verfe aftonifhed. 

He noi that affable familiarghoft 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligenee. 

As vidoi s of my filcnce cannot boaft, 

I was not ficke of any feare from thence. 

But when your countenance fild up his line# 

Then lackt I matrer,thatinfeeblcd mine. 

Farewell thou art too dcare for my poflefling. 

And like enough thou koowft thy cflimate. 

The Charter of thy worth gives thee relcafing : 

My bonds in thee are all determinate. 

For how doe I hold thee but by thy granting. 

And for that rjd.es where is my deferving? 


Poems. 

Hesring you praifd , I fay ’tis Co, \ls true, 

And to the fuofl of praife adde foraething more. 

But that is in my thought jwhofe love to you 
(Though words come hind.mofl) holds his ranke before. 
Then others, for the breath of words refped, 

Me for my dumbe thoughts, fpeaking in effed. 


Octavo 



